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The Black Pathfinder exited off of the highway Kvon had been travelin on for over three hours.  He pulled into the nearest gas station to call his comrade for further directions.  He wasn't familiar with the area and didn't know how much farther he would have to travel before reaching his destination.  He needed to relieve himself, sit down and relax to plan his next move.  Kvon was forced to leave the town where he grew up.  He felt like his parole officer intentionally been trying to violate him and send him back to prison for some strange reason.  He had only been home for six months after serving a five year sentence for a gun charge!  The courts had maximized his sentence for the simple fact that he wouldn't snitch on his comrades or accept the terms of any agreement made by the state.  He couldn't understand why his parole officer was so gung ho on sending him back to prison.  It got to a point where he had to challenge his parole officer after countless threats of violating him for failure to maintain employment.  Kvon had begun to notice that he was being followed and being paid surprise visits not only to his resident but also his p.o. had visited his place of employment friends and family!... asking questions about him.  Kvon was terminated from several jobs after his employers realized he was a felon on parole.  Being well versed in law... on several occasions he too had shown his P.O. the public policies on Parole Officer Harassment!  He also had to convince his P.O continuously that he is not a part of nor did he belong to any radical domestic

terrorist groups... as his P.O. seem to continuously suggest!  Instinctively, Kvon knew he was being set up by Mr. Lomax!  He wasn't absolutely sure of this however, he wasn't sticking around to find out!  He felt it was best to leave town or so he thought!

"Peace...  I'm at the Sunoco right off the highway."  Kvon said excitedly.  "Say no more."  S cut in.  "I know right where you at!"  He said with equal excitement.  S haven't seen his comrade since he left town three years earlier.  They were both on the run for different reasons.  S was being tracked for multiple robberies and homicides allegedly,  and Kvon was now wanted for violating his parole obligations!  They were both a part of a serious militant crew back home!  From prior excursions Kvon knew once he linked up with S it was no turning back!  Being wanted for murder... S wasn't playin no games!  He was known for holding court in the streets and bangin out with the Jakes!  Kvon knew how S got down. He always kept multiple streams of cash flow and always had a jux lined up.  S' idea(s) of getin paper meant either street beef, jail, hospital, or worse!  He was a militant warrior doin what he felt needed to be done within the community as well as in the streets.  He was the people's champ internationally as well as in the hood!  He fought against the system on many fronts and hated all the so-called dope boys in the neighborhood and abroad!  To him they were useful idiots being used to fuel the white man's ultimate plans!.. like ponds pushed into position to facilitate their end game!  Whether it was beyond their comprehension or not... S did not spare his wrath!  In spite of the fact that they were the same age... Kvon regarded S somewhat like a mentor to him.  S was definitely highly intelligent, street and college educated and well versed in the creative arts, ancient philosophies, world religion, healing herbs, martial arts etc.  Despite the above mentioned,  he was one who lived his life as if today was his last and tomorrow wasn't promised. He lived life in the Now!

Chapter Two  

S pulled up,  jumped out the 91 Maroon SUV looking like a black superhero in black army fatigues and Hi Teck military boots!  " I see you still on your Lee Haney shit!"  Kvon said smiling as they walked to greet one another with a military style dap followed by a solid brotherly hug!  "It's not a game out here Bruh...  I stay prepped."  S said smiling as he gave his brother from another mother a big hug!  S considered Kvon family.  He was a good brother with morals and principles and S trusted him... especially in do or die situations.

"You out the town for good or just vacationing?"  S asked with a quizzical look.  "Nah,  I had to get low for a minute.  Kvon responded.  "My fat stink parole officer act'n like he tryna send a brotha back to jail!  "Why?" S asked.  "He talkin bout I need to cut my locks and I how I'm not able to maintain employment...  "Yo this nigga be stalking me and all that... I felt like I was under surveillance or something... Im like fuck outta here!.. If you gon violate me."  Kvon continued... "I'd rather it be from a distance then in arms reach ya heard."  He said shakin his head forward.  "I can dig it... you holdin?"  S asked  "Yep... two nines extra clips... travelin light Kvon said smiling ear to ear displaying a perfect set of white teeth.  "Cool, follow me."  S said as he walked casually towards his SUV scanning the area before getn in.  Kvon got in his truck and followed suit onto the nearest ramp entering onto the highway. 

Twenty minutes later,  they exited off the highway leading into what seemed like a nice middle class neighborhood laced with private homes and nice apartment complexes.  "What glitters ain't always gold"  Kvon said to himself out loud.  From past experiences he knew that a nice neighborhood can often be misleading.  Five minutes or so S pulled into a quiet condo type apartment complex mostly occupied by college students and working class people.  S backed into the lot across from his apartment.  Kvon pulled in beside him.  "Ayo grab all the ware out the whip... these youngsters out here be breaking in cars in shit."  S alerted.  "Oh word?.. it look like virgin territory out here to me."  Kvon said as he walked back to his vehicle.  He opened up the trunk and grabbed the black duffle bag with the artillery inside.  He didn't think to grab the rest of his property in the trunk of the vehicle.  He didn't plan on staying long.  Kvov's bread was getting low and he knew his comrade had something lined up!  

Once entering into the apartment Kvon checked out the layout then sat down and began rolling up a spliff.  Smoking made him relax... he felt like it enhanced his creative artistic faculties.

"Yo they got a little natural soul food spot round the corner... I know you been travelin a minute." S offered.  "Nah, I'm good for now... I just need to kick back for a sec."  Kvon said while taking his shoes off.  He sat back on the throw down kentia cloth pillows diggin the layout.  S had mad books lining the base of the floors where furniture would normally be.  There were gigantic framed pictures of George Jackson and Malcom X. Also, he had a big plague on the wall next to George Jackson's picture displaying a list of names of living and departed activists and ancestors in the diaspora here and abroad. 

"So what's your paper looking like I know you stacked up!" S asked curiously jokin.  "I definitely can use a little extra doe... I got a few moves I need to make."  Kvon responded. " What you tryna do?"  S asked as he walked into one of the bedroom closets of his two bedroom apt. 

"I might have to get an apartment out here for one and my studio shit."  Kvon responded.  "That's good you still on your music thing."  S said as he came out of the room with a crisp silver pearl handle, 44 dessert eagle and two new 380"s still inside the box!  He opened the boxes, took out both 380s and loaded the clips!  He tucked the dessert in the holster and the 380s in his waistband and walked towards the front door without saying a word.  Kvon grabbed both 9mm with two fully loaded clips and put the black duffle bag in the closet and followed him out the door.  As they approached the parking lot S said.  " Yo lets take your whip?  Lemme see what the engine runnin like?" S asked.

" Your whip on radar or somethin?"  Kvon joked as he got into the passenger side of his truck. "Nah 

I'm keepin my joint 'off the radar' ya heard.  "I got anotha one lined up."  S said.  He started up the Pathfinder, put it in gear and pulled off!  S didn't mention where he was headed and Kvon didn't ask.

Chapter Three 

Mr. Lomax walked into his office and slammed the paper work files on his old worn out desk  littered with half eaten unwrapped ham sandwiches, open soda cans, tasty cakes, cupcakes and other various snacks.  He was fuming!.. He had been calling Mr. Williams profusely!  He visited his residence several times lookin all over for him.  He visited all of his family members in the area.  By his fourth visitation attempt he became extremely frustrated!  He constantly turned in reports coming in from the state prison administration in order to keep Mr Williams under strict continued surveillance.  While serving a prior five year sentence,  the staff was ordered by the warden to monitor him upon entering into his prison and upon being released!  

Once Mr Lomax was briefed by the state prior to Williams being paroled... Lomax was hell bent on sending him back to jail!  "Williams served five years for domestic terrorism and multiple weapons offenses!.. He should stay in jail! Lomax repeated to himself several times a day.  Unbeknowant to Kvon he had been under surveillance since his release!..  "Yes I know."  The chief parole supervisor said. "But here's the part you're not getting Lomax!"  The chief officer shot back! "He was only found guilty by association... that's completely different from membership or belonging to a terrorist group!"  The chief officer yelled!  "Well why did he serve time for it then?"  Lomax asked stupidly.  "That's the part about it, he never was supposed to serve any time for that."  The chief said.  "Association and membership have consecutive legal functions;  the penalties are not the same Lomax!"  The chief continued.  "It was a case of the law breaking the law.  Furthermore, he never confessed to being a member or a part of any militant group... we have no legal grounds to substantiate the state's claim or requests for continued surveillance!"  The chief continued.  "Now because your client is having a problem, maintaining employment is not  enough for me to let you violate him... furthermore... if you stop visiting Mr. Williams job site perhaps he'll have a job!  Now please Mr Lomax let it go!"  The chief scoffed and walked into his office leaving Lomax standing there!  Lomax was tight as he walked back to his office.  He felt like his supervisor was wrong about this case.  "Williams was a danger to society!"  Lomax thought.  He would see to it personally that Mr Williams goes back to jail where he believed guys like him belonged!
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